take refuge in some massive tome, knowing that it will
either console them or drive them frantic.

In this treatise two physicians threaten me that in
case of a fairly serious upset "the irruption of images,
feelings and cravings into consciousness leads to dis-
torted views of reality and to falsification of facts."
This is not a condition in which I care to write chapters
of autobiography; so I must say what I have to say
before unmistakable signs of such a condition make their
appearance.

That is the only reason for writing at all these chapters
of my life; their sole purpose is to satisfy my need to
create for Wanda a memorial made of the simple ma-
terials at my disposal, paper and ink: a memorial as
humble as her short life, as my own qualifications for
writing biography. Dedicating a memorial means to me
setting down what has happened around and within
me during the days, weeks, and months since her death,
and recording among other personal remembrances old
and new the conversations I had with her after she died.

I do not know, I have no idea at all, whether other
people will find the same things in the book that the
few people who knew us both well will find. Still I
cannot resist the absolute compulsion to write it. Not
that writing can assuage my anguish; on the contrary,
every moment I spend setting down these words is a
torment. But somehow I feel that I could not even exist
through these days except by preoccupying myself with
her.

There was a moment when I envied the architect from
the cemetery management, who knelt down in my room